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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 


"Wait up T" 


Nate was breathing hard and peddling like fury to catch up with the blond haired figure on the bike ahead of 
him on the trail. Fucking Tay, Nate thought to himself, he always has to push it to the limit, he can never just 
enjoy the ride. 


A laugh floated back to Nate. "Keep up Mendel, last one to the point is a pussy." 
Taylor disappeared in a cloud of dust as he crested the hill leaving Nate in his wake. Nate slowed and stopped, 


they had been riding for nearly an hour in the scorching heat and he was thirsty. He pulled the drink bottle 
from the holder on the frame and took a long drink of water, the cold liquid felt good gliding down his parched 


throat. He wiped an arm across his mouth, replaced the bottle and climbed back on his bike; time to catch up 


with that skinny little shit. 

Nate rode up to the point bringing his bike to a skidding halt. No sign of Taylor, where was that asshole? 
"Tay?" Nate called out. "Where the fuck are you?" 

No answer. 


There was a large bolder off to the side of the trail, he's probably hiding behind that waiting to scare the shit 
out of me, Nate thought, but I'm not going to give him the chance. Nate lowered his bike to the ground and 


crept silently across the trail to the boulder. He edged around the side and stole a look, no Taylor, so where 
the fuck was he? 


"Tay, this isn't funny. Come out you little shit or I'm heading back without you." 


Nate scanned the trail but he couldn't see anywhere that a lanky, blond haired drummer could be hiding. Nate 
sighed, typical Taylor, he always took the joke one step too far, that one step too far that took the joke from 
funny to fucking annoying. Nate pulled his cell phone out of his saddle pack and dialed Taylor's number, the 
phone connected and Nate waited for Taylor to pick up. The call rang for 30 seconds then transferred to 


Taylor's voice mail service. 


Hey, you've reached Taylor the best fucking drummer in the world, well apart from Stuart Copeland that is, but | 
am better than that fucker Dave Grohl Leave me a message and lil call you back. 


"T - where are you? Stop fucking around. I'm at the point, I'm going to wait for five minutes then I'm heading 
back and you can fuck off." Nate disconnected the call and sat leaning against the boulder to wait for Taylor to 
reappear with a stupid fucking grin on his face. 


Five minutes passed, then ten and Nate became worried, sure Taylor always took the joke too far but this was 
too far even for him. He stood up and wheeled his bike back to the tip of the point looking for any sign of the 


drummer or his bike. 


He pulled out his phone and dialed Taylor's number again, the call connected and rang as it had done previously. 
The faint sound of music drifted up from the side of the trial, it took Nate a few seconds to recognize it, it 
was Queen's Another One Bites The Dust, and that was the track Taylor had as his ring tone. The call went 
through to voice mail, Nate disconnected and immediately called the number again The sound of Queen was 
coming from his left, Nate ran towards the music and stopped at the edge of the trail, he swallowed hard, the 
music was coming from below him, from down the mountainside. He dropped to his hands and knees and looked 
over the edge; there resting on a ledge about I5 feet down was a mountain bike and under the bike Nate could 


make out a body, a body with long blond hair. 


With shaking hands Nate dialed a number on his phone, not Taylor's number this time but the number for 


Mountain Rescue. 


Chapter 2 


Dave was in his home studio laying down some guitar riffs when his phone rang; he picked it up looking at the 
name of the caller ‘That Shithead Bassist, Dave smiled, he had stupid names for all his bandmates programed 
into his phone. Even though the band were on a hiatus they still kept in regular contact, the five of them were 
more than just bandmates, they were close friends which is how the band were still together after 20 years. 
"Hi Nate, what's up?" 

"D, ummm, there's been an accident.” Nate's voice was strained and Dave could hear that he was upset. 


"What happened? Are you ok?" Dave pictured all kinds of scenarios in his mind, none of them good. 


"Yeah I'm ok" Nate paused and Dave heard a sob from his bassist. "It's Tay, we were out on a ride and he had 


an accident." 

Dave felt a cold chill run through his body, Taylor was his best friend and if anything happened to him Dave 
didn't know how he would cope. His mind went back to an early morning phone call 14 years previously, that call 
had been to tell him Taylor was in a coma and that things didn't look good for the drummer. Dave felt a tear 
run down his cheek, he couldn't lose Taylor, he just couldn't. 

"Dave?" Nate's voice was scratchy with emotion. "Are you still there?" 

Dave swallowed the lump that had formed in this throat. "How is he? Where is he?" 


He heard Nate bite back another sob. "We're at West Hills Hospital.” 


"Nate just fucking tell me, how is he? Is he badly hurt?" Dave was running up the stairs, he grabbed his car 
keys and headed out to the garage. 


"I don't know. He wasn't conscious, they took him straight to the hospital" Nate's voice cracked. "Fuck D, he 

sob. 

Dave jumped into his car and jammed the key in the ignition "m on my way." Dave threw the phone on the 
passenger seat and floored the gas pedal. It was a 20 minute drive from Dave's house to the hospital, Dave 


made it in 14 minutes. 
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Dave ran through the doors in to the ER department, he scanned the waiting area and spotted Nate sitting on 
a plastic chair with his head in his hands. 


"Nate." Dave dropped into the chair next to the bassist and laid a hand on his shoulder. "How is he? Have you 
spoken with the doctors?" 


The bassist raised his head and looked at Dave, his eyes were red and puffy and his face ghostly white. 


"They took him in to surgery.” Nate whispered. "That's all | know. Fuck D, what if we lose him?" Nate broke 
down in tears, Dave hugged the redhead to him resting his chin on his friends head while his own tears rolled 


down his face. 


"Tay's a fighter, he pulled through last time and he'll pull through this time. That little fucker is a tough son 
of a bitch. We won't lose him." Dave hoped with all his heart that his words were true. 


Nate wiped his eyes on his sleeve and pulled away from Dave. "He looked so messed up." 
Dave wiped his own eyes. "What the fuck happened?" 


"We were out on a ride, he raced ahead as usual, stupid fucking asshole that he is." Nate managed a weak 
smile. "| got to the point but couldn't find him. | called his phone and heard it ringing off the side of the cliff. 
He'd gone off the trail, landed on a ledge about I5 feet down, | called mountain rescue. He had to be airlifted 


out." 


Dave's stomach clenched, I5 feet was a huge drop, how the fuck could anyone come out of that without 


serious injuries? 
"Did they let you see him before they brought him to the hospital?" 


Nate shook his head. "No, they took him straight in to the helicopter and flew him here. | saw him laying on 
the stretcher when they airlifted him off the ledge. He was covered in blood, that's all | saw, just lots of blood, 


his hair was red with blood" 
Dave felt sick thinking about Taylor's blond hair matted with blood. "Have you called the others?" 


"| tried calling Chris, he didn't answer so | left him a message. | got hold of Pat, he's on his way over." Nate 


glanced over at a vending machine. "| need some coffee, you want one?" 


Dave nodded, what he really needed was a fucking whisky but coffee would have to do. Nate made his way 
over to the coffee machine, shoved some quarters in the coin slot and pressed some buttons. Dave looked 
down at his hands which were shaking in his lap, in fact his whole body was shaking, he felt cold and his head 
felt like it was full of cotton wool. 


"Dave? Dave are you ok?" The voice was familiar but it sounded like it was coming from a million miles away. 


"What's wrong with him Pat? He was fine a minute ago." Another familiar voice. 
"He's in shock. Go get a nurse Nate." 

Dave felt an arm settle around his shoulders. 

‘Its ok D, Tay will be ok. Everything will be ok" 


Dave tried to speak but his voice wouldn't work, his vision seemed to be fading and the last thing he saw was 


a pair of hands catching him as he fell forward. 


Chapter 3 


Dave was laying on his back on what felt like a bed, he opened his eyes and blinked at the bright white lights 


overhead. He felt a hand squeeze his arm, he turned his head to see Pat's smiling face. 
"Hey D." 


"What happened? How's T? What's happening with T?" Dave tried to sit up but Pat gently pushed him back 
down on the bed. 


"Take it easy Dave, you passed out from the shock. That got you a nice comfy bed though, much better than 
the plastic chairs in the waiting room" Pat squeezed his arm again. "Tay's still in surgery, the nurse said that 
someone would be out to talk to us soon" 


Nate appeared in the doorway holding three plastic cups. 


"You going to drink the coffee this time or are we going to have to scrape you up off the floor again?" Nate 
chuckled and placed the cups on the bedside locker. 


Dave smiled. "Fuck off Mendel” He sat up and reached over to pick up a cup of coffee, the warmth from the 
cup felt good in his hands which still felt cold 


A tall man wearing green scrubs knocked on the doorframe. "Mr. Grohl? I'm Simon, I'm the surgeon that 


operated on Mr. Hawkins." He pulled the door closed behind him and stood at the foot of the bed. 

Dave's stomach constricted and he felt his heart hammering in his chest. "How is he? Is he going to be ok?" 
"Mr. Hawkins sustained several injuries from his fall. Aside from plenty of minor scrapes and bruises he has a 
nasty head wound, which required several stitches, some cracked ribs and two broken fingers, but the most 
severe injury is to his right arm." 

Dave felt his heart drop, an arm injury for a drummer was not good news. 


"What kind of injury?" 


"He sustained a compound fracture to his ulnar, we set the bone back with metal screws." The surgeon smiled 


at Dave. "A procedure which | believe you are familiar with Mr. Grohl." 


He was referring to the surgery Dave had earlier in the year to fix his broken leg. Dave nodded, he 
remembered all too well the pain and rehab that came with the surgery in the weeks and months that 
followed. Five months on and he was still having physical therapy. 


"Will Taylor be able to play drums again?" Pat asked the question that Dave was afraid to ask. 


The surgeon looked Dave in the eye. "I don't know. These types of injuries are complicated, it's not just about 
the break to the bone it's the damage to the muscles, tendons and ligaments that effect the prognosis. Until 
the break has healed we won't know the full extent of the damage, but he will need intensive rehab and 


therapy to gain back full use of his arm, if that is even possible." 


Dave slumped back on the bed, Taylor would be devastated if he couldn't drum again, he loved to drum, it was 
his life. Dave felt tears leaking from his eyes again 


‘lm sorry Mr. Grohl" The surgeon said softly. "At this point we just don't know." He walked to the door and 
opened it. 


"Can we see him?" Nate asked. "We want to see him" 


"Mr. Hawkins is in recovery, once he wakes | can let you see him briefly before we move him up to his room. 
l'Il come back when he comes round from the anesthetic." The surgeon closed the door behind him leaving the 


three men alone in the room. 


"He has to be able to fucking drum again" Dave felt the sobs bubbling up inside him. "If he can't drum he will 
be devastated. Fuck, this isn't happening, it can't be happening." He couldn't hold the tears back any longer, his 
shoulders shook as he cried tears of pain for his drummer. 


Pat sat on the bed and hugged the singer. "We'll take each day as it comes. Whatever happens Tay is our 


friend, we love him and we'll do whatever it takes to support him." 
Nate sat on the other side of the bed and stroked Dave's hair. "Whatever it takes D, we'll all be there." 
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The surgeon came back 20 minutes later, Taylor was awake but still very groggy from the anesthetic, he led 


them to the recovery room and stopped outside the door. 


"He is still quite disorientated, you can see him for a few minutes before we move him up to his room” He 


opened the door and ushered the three men inside. 


The first thing Dave saw was all the tubes and wires, Taylor appeared to be hooked up to several different 
monitors and drips, the next thing he noticed was Taylor's hair. Instead of the long blond hair he saw a mass 
of red clumps, and even though Nate had warned him about Taylor's hair he still felt sick to his stomach when 
he saw it for himself. He felt his legs tremble, Pat took his arm, guided him to the bed and gently pushed him 


on to a chair. 


Taylor's right arm was bandaged from wrist to elbow and two fingers on his right hand were splinted together, 


his whole hand looked swollen and discolored. Dave reached out and took Taylor's left hand, he gave it a small 


squeeze, Taylor's eyes fluttered open at the contact. 
"Hey T" Dave leant forward getting as close to his drummer as he could. "How you feeling?" 
Taylor moved his head towards the sound of Dave's voice. "D? What happened? Where am |?" 


"You had an accident T, you came off your bike on the trail. You're in the hospital.” Dave gave Taylor's hand 


another squeeze. 
Taylor looked at Dave, his pupils were huge in his eyes and he seemed to find it hard to focus. 
"Did | fuck myself up badly?" He laughed softly. "I feel like | fucked myself up really badly." 


"You took a knock to the head, cracked some ribs and broke a couple of fingers." Dave took a deep breath. "And 
you broke your arm." 


"My arm?" Taylor looked at his left hand, the one Dave was holding, then over at his right hand. Dave saw the 
fear in Taylor's eyes as he took in the bandages. He turned back to Dave. "Will | be able to drum again?" His 
Voice was quiet and filled with uncertainty. 


Dave glanced up at Pat who gave a small shake of the head, he was advising him not to get in to it now. 


Dave squeezed Taylor's hand again. "Of course you will" He felt so bad, he hated lying to Taylor but Pat was 
right, this wasn't the time to tell Taylor to truth. "You just get some rest and we'll talk later." 


Taylor's gripped Dave's hand. "Don't leave me D, promise that you won't leave me here alone. I'm scared" 
Dave smiled at the drummer. "I promise. l'm not going anywhere, I'll be right there when you wake up." 
A rurse appeared in the doorway, she indicated that they needed to leave. 


Dave stood up and kissed Taylor on the forehead, he tried not to notice the blood stained hair or the bruises 


on his face. "I love you T." 
'| love you too D" It came out as a faint whisper as Taylor sank back into unconsciousness. 


Dave took one last look at the drummer laying in the bed, he managed to hold it together until he was out of 
the room where he fell into Pat's strong arms his tears soaking into the guitarist's shirt. 


Chapter 4 


Taylor opened his eyes, he was in an unfamiliar bed in an unfamiliar room and he felt fucking weird. He turned 
his head, next to him was a monitor and a drip stand, he was confused for several seconds and then it came 
back to him, he'd had an accident and he was in hospital. He hated hospitals; hated the machines, the smell, 
what they represented and he felt panic welling up inside him. He turned back to stare at the celling, he didn't 
want to look at the monitor, tears ran down his face, he screwed his eyes shut to try and stem the flow of 
tears but it didn't help and he let out a small sob. 


"Tay?" a voice came from the other side of the bed. "You awake?" 


He felt his left hand being squeezed, he opened his eyes and a face floated above him, a face surrounded by a 


mass of brown hair, a face with a beard, a face with the most gentle brown eyes. Dave. Dave was here. 
"Dave." His mouth was really dry and the sound came out as more of a groan than an actual word. 
"Hey, you want some water?" 


Taylor nodded. Dave held out a glass of water with a straw but Taylor found he didn't have the strength to 
lift his head or hand, Dave gently placed the straw in his mouth and smiled at him. 


“Small sips T, you've been in surgery." 
Taylor sucked up some water and let the straw fall from his mouth. He glanced down at his right arm, his 
hand was swollen and two fingers were splinted together but what scared him most was the sight of his whole 


forearm covered in bandages. He felt himself tear up again, what the fuck had happened to his arm? 


"My arm, how bad is it?" His eyes met Dave's, he saw a flash of fear on his face before it was replaced with 


a gentle smile. 


"You broke it when you fell. It was a bad break and you had to have surgery to pin it back together, just like 
my leg." Dave chuckled. "You just can't help copying me can you T?" 


Taylor knew Dave was trying to lighten the mood but that only made him more scared, scared of what Dave 


was avoiding, what he wasn't saying. 
"How bad?" Taylor needed to know, he gripped Dave's hand tight. 


Dave ran a hand over his beard and pulled at the hairs. "We'll talk about it later once you've had some rest. 


You just got out of surgery T and you need to rest up." 


"Just fucking tell me" Taylor growled. "How bad is it?" 


Dave sighed and sat on the bed. "It was a compound fracture, the bone broke and stuck out through the skin. 
The surgeon pinned the bone back in place and stitched you up.’ He was still holding Taylor's hand but now his 
other hand reached out to rest on Taylor's cheek. 


"Will | still be able to play drums?" Taylor closed his eyes, he didn't want to see Dave's face when he answered 


the question. 


Dave's hand brushed Taylor's cheek wiping away a tear that had escaped. "I don't know, they don't know how 
much damage was done to the muscles and ligaments, we will just have to wait and see. I'm sorry T" 


Taylor couldn't stop the tears, they ran down his face in rivers and his shoulders heaved from his sobbing. He 
felt Dave climb on the bed to lay next to him, felt his strong arms wrap around him, pulling him close. Taylor 
buried his face in Dave's neck. 


Dave's hand brushed over his cheek. "It's ok Tay, it's ok, we'll get through this. Whatever it takes." 


Taylor cried until he finally fell asleep, Dave stayed on the bed holding his drummer until the nursing staff 
forced him to leave whilst they checked Taylor's vitals. 
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Dave was sitting on an uncomfortable plastic chair outside Taylor's room, he had refused to leave the hospital 
and was waiting for the doctor to finish with his examination. 

Taylor's door opened and his doctor stepped out in to the corridor. 


"Can | go back in?" Dave peered in to the room, Taylor was sitting up in the bed whilst a nurse straightened 


the bed clothes. The doctor pulled the door partially closed behind him. 


"He needs rest Mr. Grohl" The doctor said. "We have him on pain medication but he still needs rest to help his 
body heal." 


"Please, he hates hospitals. I'll just sleep in the chair." Dave was ready to beg if necessary, he had no intention 


of leaving Taylor alone. 


"Where's Dave? Can you find Dave for me?" Taylor's voice was shaky but Dave could hear it clearly from 
outside the room, he could also hear the nurse telling him that Dave had left. 


"No, Dave wouldn't have left me, he promised he wouldn't leave me." Taylor's voice was rising in pitch and Dave 


knew his drummer was starting to panic. 
Dave used his best begging eyes on the doctor. "He's asking for me. Please.” 
"Really Mr. Grohl | think it better if..." 


"No, | want Dave here." Taylor's voice was almost a screech, he was getting agitated. "I don't fucking care if it's 


after visiting hours, | want you to find Dave and bring him back here." 

The doctor sighed, clearly Taylor was not going to get any rest in the agitated state he was in. 
"Ok Mr. Grohl you can stay, but please let him rest.” 

"Thank you." Dave said over his shoulder as he pushed opened Taylor's door. 


Taylor turned to the door, Dave could see the tension drop from his shoulders as he caught sight of the 


singer and his face lit up with a huge smile. 


"Dave! | knew you wouldn't have left me." He glared at the nurse who was plumping up his pillows. "I told you 
he hadn't gone home." 


The nurse smiled. "Seems | was wrong." She finished adjusting Taylor's drip and made for the door. "I'll bring a 
pillow and blankets for you Mr. Grohl. Just make sure Taylor gets some rest, no staying up till gone midnight 
talking." 

Dave grinned. "Have you ever tried to stop Taylor talking? It's an impossible task" 

Taylor giggled. "| heard that Grohl." 

Dave laughed and sat on the bed. "How you feeling?" 

The laughter left Taylor's face. "I'm scared D. I'm really scared. What if | cant drum again?" 

Dave could see the tears gathering in Taylor's eyes, it made his heart ache. He laid down on the bed with 
Taylor holding his good hand, entwining their fingers. "We don't know yet so no point worrying your pretty little 
head about it" That teased a small smile from the drummer. 

"Thanks for being here D" Taylor squeezed Dave's hand. "It means the world to me." 


Dave choked back his own tears. "| was never going to be anywhere else. Get some sleep T" 


Taylor smiled. "Night D" 


"Night T" 


When the nurse came back 20 minutes later both men were fast asleep on the bed. She covered Dave with a 


blanket, checked Taylor's drip and closed the door quietly as she left. 


Chapter 5 


Dave yawned and stretched his muscles, sharing a small hospital bed with a drummer who constantly fidgets 
in his sleep did not make for a comfortable night's sleep. He glanced over at Taylor, his hair was still blood 


stained and some of it had rubbed off on the pillow. 
"We need to do something with your hair." 


Taylor reached up his hand to touch his hair. "What the fuck? It feels disgusting.’ He looked at the pillow and 


noticed the blood stains, his eyes went wide with fear. 


"You got a cut on your head, they stitched it up but head wounds bleed like fuck" Dave frowned. "Why weren't 


you wearing your bike helmet?" 


"Took it off when | got to the point, my hair was all itchy. | got bored waiting for Nate to catch up, started 
fucking around doing wheelies and shit" Taylor grimaced. "Guess that was a stupid thing to do." 


"You look quite scary," Dave smiled. "We should clean you up before the kids get here." 


Taylor had been separated from his wife for several months but they were still on good terms. Dave had 
called her the previous night to let her know about Taylor's accident, they had agreed that it was probably 


best to wait until later today to bring his children over to see him. 

"Can | get a shower do you think?" Taylor scratched at his hair. 

"I'll go ask, | need to find some coffee." Dave bounced off the bed. "Will you be ok for a bit?" 

"Ill be fine, go get coffee, | don't want to deal with caffeine deprived Dave - he's a real fucking asshole." 
Dave laughed. "Be back soon" He blew Taylor a kiss as he left the room pulling the door closed behind him. 


Taylor needed to take a piss, he climbed out of the bed and steadied himself against the cabinet. He ached all 
over, falling I5 feet off a cliff would do that to you, he thought to himself. He shuffled over to the en-suite 
bathroom pulling his drip stand with him, he flicked on the bathroom light and almost fell over as he caught 
sight of himself in the bathroom mirror. His hair was matted with blood on the right side, his face was grazed 
and there was a dark bruise forming on his right temple. His heart was pounding and he felt his legs trembling, 
he sat on the closed lid of the toilet and tried to bring his breathing under control, he was amazed that Dave 
hadn't run screaming from the room at the sight of him. Taylor smiled at the thought of Dave being scared 
of anything. 


Taylor was so relieved that Dave had stayed with him last night, he was scared of being in the hospital and 
even more scared about the injury to his arm but Dave being there made things feel better, he felt safe with 


Dave around. Taylor tried standing again, his legs felt less wobbly so he positioned himself in front of the toilet 
and lifted the lid. He realized that he couldn't use his right hand at all and this was going to be a problem; he 
needed one hand to hold his dick and because he still was unsteady on his feet he needed one hand to hold 
himself upright. Fuck, he was going to have to sit and piss like a girl, the thought made him giggle so he sat on 
the toilet taking a long piss giggling like a crazy person 


"What the fuck are you doing in there T? You're not jerking off are you? You only have one functioning hand 
and you're using it to jerk off?" Dave's laugh came through the bathroom door "You're fucking unbelievable 
Hawkins." 

Taylor finished up and flushed the toilet. "Fuck off Grohl, | was having a piss." Taylor ran his left hand under 
the water and wiped it dry on his gown. He opened the bathroom door and made his way back to the bed. "If | 


Dave grinned. "You think our friendship includes hand jobs? | thought it only covered heavy petting.” 


Dave helped Taylor back in the bed The drummer had more color than he had the previous day but he still 


looked pale and it was obvious that he was in some discomfort. 


"You ok T?" Dave squeezed Taylor's left hand. "Do you want me to get the nurse to give you some more pain 


relief?" 


Taylor shook his head. "No, | asked them to give me the minimum dose because of, you know, what happened 


before." 


I5 years ago Taylor had been addicted to pain medication which had ultimately led to his overdose, he had been 


clean and sober for 14 years but Dave could understand his reluctance to take pain medication now. 


Dave smiled. "How about we get you cleaned up? You can have a shower or a bath but you can't get your 


right arm wet and you need to be careful when you wash your hair, don't rub your scalp near the stitches." 


Taylor stared at Dave. "Well that's going to be a fucking breeze. How the fuck am | going to have a shower 


with one arm and not rub my scalp?" 
Dave smiled. "The nurses are more than happy to help out.” 


"No, I'm not having a nurse help." Taylor hung his head. "Can't you help me D?" 


Taylor glanced up, Dave could see the embarrassment on his face and the tears in his eyes, he felt like a 


complete dick for not agreeing. 


Dave cleared his throat. "Shit. Ok, but I'm not touching Taylor junior. You can wash that bit yourself" 


Chapter 6 


They decided a bath would be easier, Dave filled the tub and helped Taylor into the bathroom, a nurse had 
disconnected the drip which made things somewhat easier. Both men stood awkwardly in front of the bath 
looking at the floor. 


"Ok. You need to sit facing away from the taps so we can keep your right arm out." Dave rubbed at his beard. 
"You ready?" 


Taylor nodded. "Can you undo the gown, | can't do it with one hand” 
"Fuck Tay, | never thought | would ever be stripping you off for a bath" Dave laughed nervously. 

"| bet you have in your dreams" Taylor giggled 

Dave laughed a real laugh. "Fuck off T" 

Dave pulled at the ties holding the hospital gown in place, Taylor wiggled out off it and let it fall to the floor. 
Dave sucked in a breath, the whole right side of Taylor's body was a mass of bruises, cuts and grazes and his 


skinny body made it look ten times worse. 


"Jesus Tay, how are you even standing up?" Dave held Taylor's left arm to steady him whilst he climbed in the 
tub. He kept his eyes focused on Taylor's face, it definitely felt weird to be holding a completely naked Taylor. 


Taylor slowly lowered himself in to the water. "Can you squirt some shower gel on the face cloth?" 
Dave squirted a dollop of gel on the cloth and handed it over. "Ok get soaping.” 


Taylor ran the cloth over his body, Dave averted his eyes, it felt totally wrong to watch Taylor soap himself 
up. 


"Um Dave?" 
"You need some more soap?" 


"No. | can't reach some bits. Not those bits, I've washed them, but on my back and shoulders. | can't see 
where all the blood is. And | need help washing my hair." 


Dave ran a hand over his beard. "Can't you just kind of dunk yourself down in the water and let it slosh around 


you?" 


"Please Dave, | need to get the blood off my back and my hair, it will freak the kids out if | still have blood on 


Dave sighed, Taylor was right, the kids would definitely freak out if they saw their Dad covered in blood. 


"Fuck" Dave pulled off his shirt and hung it on the towel rail. "This stays here, we never speak of this, to no 
one, not ever." He knelt down on the floor next to the bath. "Hand me that fucking cloth." 


Dave lifted Taylor's hair out of the way and ran the cloth over his shoulders, he tried to be as careful as he 


could but the drummer still winced. 

"I'm sorry T, am | hurting you" 

"Hts ok D, just make sure you get all the blood off" 

Dave washed away the blood from Taylor's neck and shoulders. "Where else?" 


"| couldn't reach all the way round my ribs or back. lm sorry D, | know this is horrible for you." Taylor 
sounded upset, Dave could hear him trying not to cry. 


Dave gently soaped Taylor's back. "Hey, it's ok. If | was ever going to soap another man down in the bath it was 


only ever going to be you." 
Taylor hiccuped a laugh. "Me too. Well maybe Nate as well” 
Dave laughed. "Ok, let's get this hair sorted." 


Dave helped Taylor lower himself down into the water so that he was laying on his back, he gently rubbed at 
Taylor's hair and the bath water turned red as the blood washed out. 


"We need to rinse it out with the shower. Let the water out and I'll rinse you off." 

Taylor sat back up pulling the plug to the water out of the bath, Dave reached up and pulled the shower head 
from the bracket. He massaged some shampoo into Taylor's hair, being careful not to touch the stitches, and 
then rinsed it away with the shower until all the blood was completely washed away. 


Taylor smiled up at the singer. "Thanks D, you would make a great hairdresser, | feel much better." 


Dave helped Taylor out of the bath and handed him a towel. "You look much better, | wasn't really digging the 
Chainsaw Massacre look" Dave turned his back and pulled on his shirt whilst Taylor dried himself off. 


"Dave..." Dave knew what was coming next. "I can't dry myself properly with just one hand." 


Dave turned back around, Taylor looked so vulnerable standing naked next to the bath, hair dripping wet, his 


slim body covered with cuts, scrapes and bruises, and his arm bandaged up. Dave wanted to cry. He wrapped 


the towel around the drummer and pulled him into a hug. 


"Jesus Hawkins, you scared the fucking life out of me yesterday, | thought | had lost you. If you hadn't landed 
on that ledge... | don't know what | would do if | ever lost you." 


He heard Taylor sniff. "I don't know what | would do if | lost you either." He looked up into Dave's eyes and 


smiled. "I fucking love you." 

Dave swallowed back his tears. "| fucking love you too." He pressed his lips lightly against Taylor's forehead. 
Taylor buried his head in Dave's neck. "Thanks for being here D, I'd be lost without you. You make everything 
feel better, make me feel better." Dave felt hot tears on his neck, he gently stroked Taylor's hair and gave 
him another hug. 

"Ok let's get you dry and into a clean gown before your kids get here." 


Taylor wiped his eyes. "You going to dry me off? All of me?" He smiled and winked. 


Dave laughed. "No T, you're going to have to manage some bits on your own | love you but not enough to do 


that: 


Chapter 1 


Dave poured four whiskeys placing them on the coffee table, he had left Taylor with his ex-wife and children 
at the hospital and had come home for a shower and change of clothes. He hadn't feel like drinking alone so he 
had invited the rest of the guys over. 

"And the doctors don't know if he will be able to play again?" Chris picked up a glass from the table. "Fuck" 
Dave sipped from his glass. "I can't even think about that" 


Pat placed a hand on Dave's arm. "He has a long way to go before we have to think about it” 


"How long are they keeping him in the hospital for?" Nate still had a haunted look in his eyes, he couldn't get 
the image of Taylor laying on the ledge out of his mind. 


"He's being released tomorrow. They're going to check the stitches on his arm to make sure there is no 
infection and then get a cast on" Dave drained his glass and refilled it. 


"He can't go home, he won't be able to look after himself." Chris smiled. "He can barely do that with two good 


arms." 


Nate laughed, it felt like the first time he had laughed in days. "He'll have to get a nurse to help out. Can you 


imagine? He'll have her in bed within a day." 

Dave cleared his throat. "He's coming here." 

The three men stared at him. 

"Are you sure Dave?" Pat asked gently. "Its not going to be easy, he will need a lot of help." 


"He won't want a stranger looking after him." Dave took a gulp of his whisky. "He's better off here, and it's not 


like | have anyone else to worry about" Like Taylor Dave was also separated. 

Chris grinned at Dave. "He's going to run you ragged. Are you going to give him a bed bath?" 
"Fuck off Shifty." Dave laughed and finished off his whisky. 

Chris stood up. "| have to go, the boys have soccer practice. Give T my love." 

| have to go too." Nate finished his whisky. "Can we come over tomorrow and see him?" 


Dave nodded. "Come over in the evening, give him a chance to get settled" He poured a third glass of whisky 


and waved at Nate and Chris as they left. 
Pat leaned back in his chair and took a sip of his whisky. 


"You sure about this Dave? It will be hard work looking after Tay, | can't imagine that he will be an easy 


patient. Are you sure you will be able to cope?" 

"He's my friend, I'm not letting a stranger look after him." Dave growled at the guitarist. "He's coming here." 
Pat was surprised at the tone of Dave's voice, it wasn't like Dave at all. "Ok, but if you need help it's ok to 
ask." He watched Dave finish his third glass of whisky. "And you might want to cut back on the whisky, 
probably not a good idea to be drunk and in charge of a one armed man" Pat smiled to soften the words. 

"Fuck off Pat, its none of your damn business." Dave ran a hand through his hair and dropped his head into his 
hands. "I'm sorry, | didn't mean that. l'm just so worried about T, he looks so lost and scared, and I'm scared 


for him." 


Pat reached over and placed a hand on the singer's bowed head. "I know. | know how close you and T are, how 


much you care about him. Just don't run yourself into the ground, we are all here to help if you need it.” 
"Thanks Pat" 


Pat ruffled Dave's hair. "Give Tay a hug from me and make sure you get some rest. | think you're going to 


need every bit of energy to look after that boy" 
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Dave got back to the hospital to find Taylor sitting up in bed watching TV and eating a bowl of jello. 
"Hey D, | got jello with my dinner, you want some?" Taylor held out the bowl 

Dave chuckled. "Im 4b years old Tay not 6" 

Taylor shrugged "Its jello and it's good. Did you bring me some clean clothes and shit?" 


Dave had stopped off at Taylor's house to pick up some things on his way back to the hospital. He dropped the 
bag on the chair next to the bed. 


"Yep. And you really need to clean up, your bedroom stank like a locker room." 
"lll get someone to clean it up. | will need someone to come in and help me when | get home." 


Dave perched at the end of the bed. "I was thinking about that. Why don't you come and stay with me?" 


Taylor froze with a spoonful of jello halfway to his mouth. Dave panicked. Shit, maybe that was the wrong 
thing to say. 


"It was just an idea, probably a stupid idea. Of course you don't want to stay at mine, you need proper help." 
Dave stood up and began pulling things out of the bag to hide his embarrassment. 


"Is not a stupid idea. Are you sure you want me there? I'm a bit of a fucking slob, | might make your house 
smell like a locker room too." Dave looked over at Taylor who had a huge grin on his face. "I would rather stay 


with you than have some stranger come over to get me in and out of the bath." 
Dave smiled. "Don't think I'm going to wash your hair for you every day, that was a one-time thing" He threw 
a pair of track pants and a t-shirt at Taylor. "Here, put some proper clothes on, you look like a dick in that 


gown" 


Taylor giggled "Thanks roomie. This is going to be fun" 


Chapter 8 


Dave had spent another uncomfortable night sleeping on the hospital bed next to Taylor, he was looking 
forward to sleeping in his own bed that night and getting a good night's sleep. 


Taylor's arm was now in a cast of which he was very proud, he had opted for a pink cast much to the 
doctor's amusement, and he had made the doctor sign it before he left. 


Dave pulled up in front of his house, he helped Taylor out of the car and opened the front door. 


"| made up the bed in the guest room, put some clean towels and shit in the bathroom.” Dave carried in 


Taylor's bag dumping it in the hall. 

Taylor laughed. "You are a regular domestic goddess, do you bake cakes too? | love homemade cake." 
Dave scowled, "| can easily drive you back to your house and dump your ass there." 

Taylor grinned. "Ok, I'm sorry. But now | really want cake, do you have any cake?" 

Dave raised an eyebrow. "Do | look like | would have cake? | have chips and dips, take it or leave it" 
Taylor walked into the lounge, threw himself on a couch and picked up the TV remote. 


"Chips and dips would be great, and a bottle of water." He flicked on the TV. "And if you have any pickles bring 
them too." 


"You do realize that I'm not your personal slave?" Dave threw a cushion at Taylor. 

"Hey I'm poorly." Taylor held up his cast as evidence. "You have to be nice to me" 

"How long does that cast have to stay on for?" 

"About 6 weeks." 

"Right, let's get this clear Hawkins, | am not spending 6 weeks running around fetching and carrying for you." 
Dave grinned at the drummer. "I'll give you today, tomorrow as well if you are lucky, but after than you can 


get your own fucking food." 


Taylor pouted. "You're all heart Grohl. | bet Nate would look after me for the whole 6 weeks. And he would 


make me a cake." 


"You can ask him later if he wants to look after you; Pat, Chris and Nate are coming over tonight" 


"Cool." Taylor flashed Dave a grin. "So where's that food D, I'm fucking starving." 


Dave chuckled as he fixed Taylor a tray, despite the fact that Taylor was a fucking pain in the ass it was nice 


to have someone in the house. 


Dave sighed, he had a feeling that it was going to be a fucking long 6 weeks. 
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Chris and Nate arrived together, Nate hugged Taylor for a good minute until Taylor complained that he was 
squashing his cracked ribs. 


‘lm sorry T, but its good to see you, | was fucking terrified when | found you up on the trail." 


Taylor smiled. "Thank you Natey, you are my hero." He pulled Nate back into a hug and placed a big wet kiss on 
his lips. "By the way, do you bake cakes?" 


"What?" Nate looked confused. "No, why?" 


Dave snorted a laugh. "Tay was pissed because | won't run around after him. He thinks you would be much 


nicer to him, bake him cakes and shit." 
Taylor ran his hand through Nate's hair. "You would wouldn't you, Dave is nasty but you are nice." 


"Don't say yes Nate," Chris sniggered "or next thing you know you'll be baking cakes and doing his fucking 


laundry." 
Nate laughed. "No T. Pat might though, you should ask him." 
Chris pulled a brightly wrapped box out of a bag and gave it to Taylor. "Just some stuff to keep you occupied 


Taylor hugged the guitarist. "Thanks Chris." He turned to Dave. "See, Chris brings me presents. You can't even 


be bothered to make me a cake." 
Dave laughed and flipped Taylor a finger. "Fucking shut up about the cake." 
Taylor sat down and opened the present. He pulled out a box of kleenex and half a dozen porn movies. 


"| figured you still had one good hand" Chris smiled. 


Taylor laughed. "Ils there a TV and DVD player in my room D? Otherwise I'm watching these down here." 
"ll go buy one in the morning, you think you can hold out till then?" 


Chris pulled another wrapped box from the bag and handed it to Dave. "You deserve something for putting up 
with Tay." 


Dave had a feeling he was not going to like whatever it was that was in the box. He pulled at the wrapping 
paper and opened the box. He pulled out a nurse's uniform which had obviously been bought from an adult 
store. 

Dave pulled a face. "Thanks Chris." 

Taylor giggled. "| so want to see you in that D" He winked at Chris and Nate. "I'll get a photo for you." 
Dave shoved the costume back in the box. "Never going to happen" 

Pat arrived with take out and beer. 


He hugged the drummer and laughed when he saw the cast on his arm. "Pink? Seriously T?" 


Taylor smiled. "It's better than that purple shit Dave had on his leg. Hey Pat, do you bake cakes?" 
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It was midnight before Dave got to bed, Taylor had gone up an hour earlier saying he was tired and Dave had 
spent some time catching up with emails. He had just turned out the light when there was a knock on the 
bedroom door. 

"Dave, are you awake?" 


"Come in T" 


Dave sat up and turned on the bedside light. Taylor shuffled into the room, he was holding his ribs and he 


looked as white as a sheet. 
"T, are you ok?" 
"I just can't sleep. Can | sleep in here with you?" 


Dave pulled back the covers. "Of course you can" 


Taylor winced as he climbed in the bed, Dave heard him whimper as he lay down. 


"Have you taken your medication?" Dave had picked up a prescription for pain medication at the hospital, Taylor 


was supposed to take them to help with the pain from the surgery and his cracked ribs. 
"No. | don't want to take them. | can't take them." 


"Tay you've just had surgery and you have cracked ribs. You have to take the meds, if you don't your body 


can't heal properly, your arm won't heal." 
"No. I'm not taking them." Taylor grimaced in pain as he shifted position. "lim fine." 


"You're not fine, you need to take them T, you can't be in this much pain" Dave stroked Taylor's hair. "Please 


T, | can't bear to see you hurting. | will make sure you're ok, please take the meds." 
"You promise you'll make sure l'm ok?" 
Dave could see the fear in Taylor's eyes. "I promise. Can | get you a pill now?" 


Taylor nodded. Dave fetched a bottle of pills from Taylor's room, he tipped one out into Taylor's hand and gave 


him a glass of water. Taylor swallowed the pill and laid back down. 


| won't let anything bad happen to you T, | promise." He smiled and kissed the top of Taylor's head. "Cross my 
heart." 


Chapter 9 


Taylor was still asleep when Dave woke, Taylor looked so peaceful; his sleeping features showed none of the 


pain or stress of the last few day and there was a blush of color across his pale skin 


Dave gently brushed the hair away from Taylor's face, the bruise on his temple was a livid blue black and the 
grazes across his cheek were scabbing over but he still looked beautiful. Dave felt sick when he thought about 


Taylor in his arms and hugged him close. 


"Hey." Taylor's voice was thick with sleep. "You do realize it's me and not some chick that you are squeezing 


the life out of." 

Dave laughed. "Yes, | know it's you T" 

"So what are the cuddles for? Not that l'm complaining, | like a good cuddle." Taylor slipped his good arm around 
Dave and hugged him back. 

Taylor's hair. 

"Dave...you're squishing me. Cracked ribs remember?" 

"Shit, sorry." Dave released Taylor. 

Taylor giggled. "You're a big softie Grohl" He looked up into Dave's eyes. "Seriously D, | don't know what | would 
do without you. Thank you for letting me stay here, | know | can be a complete dick but you're the only person 
| feel comfortable with." 


Dave smiled. "You're my best friend T, no way was | going to let you stay anywhere else." 


Taylor grinned. "And you really want to soap me up again. Speaking of which I'm seeing the kids later and | could 


do with a bath and a hair wash: 

Dave groaned. "You can bath yourself but Il give you a hand with your hair.” 
"Will you wear that nurse's uniform?" 

"Fuck off" 


Taylor laughed. "You're no fun D." 
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Taylor had spent the afternoon with his kids, he missed them so much and he loved playing with them, but 
today he had to be content with sitting and watching them tear around the yard. His ex-wife dropped him back 
off at Dave's house, Taylor waved at the kids as she drove away until they were out of sight, he always felt 
so down after having to leave his kids and even more so today. He wiped away the tears before he opened the 


front door, Dave had seen him cry enough in the past few days. 

"Honey, lm home!" Taylor screeched in a high pitched voice. 

The house was quiet, no music, no TV, he walked through to the lounge to find it empty, he glanced in the 
kitchen and it looked like a bomb had gone off. The kitchen counter was littered with packets, bowls and spoors, 
Taylor had never seen Dave's kitchen in a mess before and there was the lingering smell of burning. What the 
fuck had Dave been up to? 


"Dave?" Taylor shouted up the stairs. "You up there?" 


He heard footsteps overhead. "Be down in a minute." Dave's voice floated down from the landing. "Just getting 


cleaned up. Go sit out on the deck, thought we could chill out there for a bit" 

Taylor walked through the lounge and opened the sliding doors which led to the deck, there was a cooler box 
positioned between the two chairs filled with ice and drinks. Taylor smiled as he lowered himself into one of the 
chairs, Dave had obviously been shopping as some of the chilled drinks were Taylor's favorites whilst the rest 
were Dave's beer of choice. Taylor picked up one of the soft drinks and opened the cap, it was a beautiful 
evening to spend outside and he smiled as Dave appeared on the deck wearing shorts and a t-shirt. 


"Did you have a good time with the kids?" Dave asked as he plucked a bottle of beer from the cooler. 


"Yeah, | swear they have grown an inch every time | see them. Taylor sipped at his drink "It's hard D, | miss 


them so much." 

Dave smiled sadly. "I know, | miss my kids too." 

Taylor shifted in his chair his face a grimace of pain. 

‘It's time for your medication" Dave placed his beer on the table and headed into the house. "I'll get you a pill” 
Taylor closed his eyes and settled back in the chair, the late evening sun warming his face. He was in pain but 
he hated taking the medication, he was scared of where it might lead which is why he had left Dave in charge 


of his pills. 


"Here." Dave placed a pill in Taylor's hand. "If you take your medicine like a good boy | have a surprise for you." 


Taylor grinned. "A surprise?" He swallowed the pill with a mouthful of soda. "Are you finally going to wear that 
nurse's outfit?" 


Dave laughed. "No. Close your eyes, I'll be right back" 


Taylor smiled and closed his eyes, he could hear Dave shuffling around in the house and then the sound of 
Dave's footsteps across the deck. 


"Ok, you can open your eyes now." 


Taylor opened his eyes. Dave was standing in front of him holding a plate on which sat the saddest cake Taylor 
had ever seen It was a three layer chocolate cake but all the layers were lopsided and the edges were slightly 
burnt although he could see an attempt had been made to cut off the blackened sponge. The top was 
decorated with white icing with red icing lettering which he thought might say ‘Taylor’ but it was really hard 
to tell, it might have just been a squiggle. 


"Is that what the mess in the kitchen was about?" Taylor smiled at the singer. 


Dave nodded, he placed the cake on the table and dropped into his chair. "I've never made a cake before, it's 
harder than it looks, and it didn't quite turn out the way I'd hoped" He ran a hand over his beard. "| wanted it 
to be perfect" 


Taylor felt tears welling up in his eyes, he had only been joking about wanting a cake but the fact that Dave 
had gone out to buy the ingredients and spent all afternoon baking a cake for him made his heart beat faster. 
He loved the lopsided cake and he loved the long haired singer for making it for him. He pulled himself up from 


his chair, plonked himself on Dave's lap and threw his good arm around the singer's neck. 


"It is perfect D, and you're perfect" Taylor leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on Dave's mouth. He gently 
pushed his tongue against the singer's lips but it was met with a closed mouth resistance and Dave jerked his 
head back as if he had been slapped. Taylor felt his face burning with embarrassment, he slid off Dave's lap 


and made for the doors to the lounge. 
"T, wait." Dave's voice followed him into the house. 


| need the bathroom." Taylor climbed the stairs as fast as his injuries allowed, he shuffled into the guest 
room closing and locking the door behind him. He sank to the floor leaning up against the door, why the fuck 
had he just done that? Why had he tried to kiss Dave? 


He knew why. He had been in love with Dave for a long time but he had never acted on his feelings until now. 

Maybe it was the medication, maybe it was his emotional state after his accident but whatever it was he had 
made a total dick of himself. He felt the tears running down his face, he had messed things up with Dave and 

he probably never wanted to see Taylor again. He pulled himself to his feet and stumbled into the en-suite 


bathroom, he rinsed his face with water and sat on the side of the bath. His eyes landed on a small brown 
plastic pill bottle, it was the second container of pain medications that he had been issued from the hospital. He 
heard Dave calling him from outside the bedroom door and his stomach clenched up in knots. He reached out, 


picked up the pill bottle, opened the lid and emptied a pill into the palm of his hand. 


Chapter I0 


Dave watched Taylor flee into the house as he traced a finger across his mouth where the drummer lips had 
been pressed just seconds before. It had taken him completely by surprise, he had not expected his best friend 
to try and kiss him but his reaction was one of surprise not one of repulsion He and Taylor had always been 
close; closer than friends, closer than brothers and the last few days had brought them closer still. Dave 
wasn't sure what his feelings were for his blond drummer but he knew they went beyond what he should be 
feeling for a friend. He ran across the deck and into the house, he needed to speak with Taylor, needed to let 
him know that it was ok, he wasn't angry or disgusted or whatever it was that Taylor was thinking right now. 


The guest room door was closed, he tried the handle but the door was locked. 


"Tay? Tay? Please open the door." He leant his forehead against the door. "It's ok, I'm not pissed at you. Please 
just open the door." 


He could hear Taylor moving around in the room beyond. "Come on T, open the door.” 
"l'Il be out in a minute." Taylor's voice sounded dull and flat. "Go back downstairs Dave, | won't be long.’ 


Dave knew better than to argue with Taylor when he was in a mood, there was no getting through to him 


when he had his bad mood head on. "Ok, see you out on the deck" 


Dave made his way back out to the deck, he downed the rest of his beer and opened another of which he 
drank half in two mouthfuls. He glanced at the cake, he had wanted to make a cake for Taylor, he wanted to 
see him smile that hundred kilowatt smile, he wanted to make him happy. He had found a recipe on the internet 
and after he had dropped Taylor off to see his kids he had stopped at the store to by the ingredients and 
utensils that he needed. It had taken him all afternoon to make and decorate the cake and although it looked like 
it had been sat on Dave had been excited to surprise Taylor with it. With a sigh he picked up the cake and 
carried it back into the kitchen with the intention of throwing it in the trash. 


"Hey, don't throw my cake away.” Taylor was leaning on the kitchen doorframe a slight smile playing on his lips. 
"Cut me a piece, | want to try it" 


Dave slid the plate on the kitchen counter. "Tay l." he was interrupted by the drummer. 


"Forget it D" Taylor shrugged. "I think those pain meds went straight to my head, made me a bit loco for a 


minute." 
"But Tay | wasn't...” 


"| said forget it" Taylor's voice held a sharp edge. "Are you going to cut me a piece of that cake or not?" 


Dave stared at Taylor, there was something off about him but he couldn't put his finger on it. | guess trying 
to kiss your best friend might do that to you, he thought, but he wished Taylor would give him the chance to 
tell him he was ok with it. 

"Sure, go back outside and I'll bring you a piece. l'm just going to tidy up a bit in here and then I'll be back out" 
Taylor smiled and headed out to the deck. 

Dave spent twenty minutes clearing up his cake making mess before he cut a large slice of cake and placed it 
on a plate. He tried a small piece from the main cake, it might look like a disaster but it actually tasted good if 
you ignored the burnt bits round the edge. 


Taylor was sprawled out on a lounger next to the pool, Dave pulled up a small table and placed the plate next 


to Taylor's left hand. 
"Thanks D" Taylor picked up the cake and took a bite. "It's really good, you should bake cakes more often" 
Dave chuckled. "Maybe | will bake you one for your birthday." 


Taylor giggled around a mouthful of cake. "Can | have another lopsided one? They taste much better than 


regular ones." 

Dave smiled, he was glad that Taylor had snapped out of his mood so quickly, they usually lasted much longer 
than this. He pulled another beer from the cooler but he didn't notice that there were two bottles less than 
when he had taken his last one, and he also didn't notice the two empty bottles Taylor had hidden under the 


shrubs around the poolside. 
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Dave nudged Taylor awake, the drummer had fallen asleep on the couch during a movie and Dave had let him 


sleep figuring he needed the rest. But it was now nearly lam and Dave wanted to go to bed 
"Tay, wake up’ 

Taylor's eyes fluttered open. "What?" 

"Time to hit the sack" Dave placed a hand on Taylor's shoulder which Taylor shrugged off 
"| can make my own way upstairs” Taylor glared at Dave. "I don't need you to help me 

It appeared Taylor's bad mood was back 


"Here's your meds." Dave handed the pill to Taylor. "You feeling ok?" 


Taylor forced a smile. "Yes, my arm hurts that's all. I'm going to get a bottle of water, I'll turn in in a bit." 


Dave climbed the stairs, he knew something was up with Taylor, his moods seemed to be swinging back and 
forth and he wasn't his normal self. He hoped that Taylor would open up and talk to him, he cared deeply for 
his friend and would do anything to make him feel better. He climbed into bed, he lay awake for a long time 


worrying about his drummer and wondering what he could do to take his fears away. 
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Taylor was kneeling on the floor in the guest room, 21 white pills were laid out on the bed and a bottle of beer 
sat on the bedside cabinet. He stared at the pills, the pills were for pain and he was in pain, his arm hurt, his 


ribs hurt but more than that his heart hurt. 


He might have lost the two loves of his life in the last three days; playing drums and Dave, and that hurt a 
fuck sight more than any physical pain. And he needed to numb the pain and the pills were for pain, the beer 
was just to help the pills along a bit. 


He picked up a pill and swallowed it down with the beer. He then curled up on the floor in a ball and cried until 
the pills and beer took away the pain. 


Chapter Il 


"Is he doing ok?" Pat asked watching Taylor kick a ball around Dave's back yard with Chris and Nate. 


Dave pulled at his beard. "I don't know Pat. One minute he's happy and smiling then the next he's like the 
biggest dick on earth." 


Taylor's mood swings had continued and Dave was finding it hard to get the drummer to open up to him. It 


was like their friendship was broken somehow. 


It had been just over a week since the cake kiss incident as Dave had come to think of it, and Taylor had been 
different with him since. He shrugged off any physical contact and he spent a lot of time in his room avoiding 
Dave, or at least that was what Dave read into the situation He had heard Taylor crying in the night several 
times and he longed to comfort him but he knew Taylor would either ignore him or scream at him, and Taylor 
had screamed at him a lot over the past week. He didn't know how to begin to fix things with his drummer and 
he had spent a few sleepless nights in his own bed crying. 


"It must be difficult for him, he doesn't know whether he will ever be able to play drums again and that must 
hit him hard when he thinks about it." 


Dave smiled at his guitarist, Pat was always the voice of reason, he always put things into perspective. He 
would try and talk to Taylor again later, let him know that it was ok to be scared and that he was there to 
help and support him. 


"How are you holding up having to look after the worst patient in the history of bad patients?" Pat asked with 


a smile. 
Dave shrugged. "It's been ok, keeping him occupied is the hardest bit" 
Pat laughed. "There's a surprise, a bored Tay is not something | would want to be in charge of." 


Pat studied his friend, he had dark circles under his eyes and the ever present beard pulling told him that 
Dave had a lot on his mind. "How you really doing Dave? You look tired” 


Dave smiled but it didn't quite reach his eyes. "l'm fine." 


"You know if its getting too much you can ask for help.” Pat laid a hand on Dave's knee. "We're all here to 
help." 


Dave swallowed back the sob that threatened to escape his throat. "Thanks Pat but we're ok" He checked his 


watch. "It's time for T's meds. I'll be back in a minute." 


Dave ran up the stairs to his room, he kept Taylor's meds in his bathroom but he realized as he got to his 
room that the bottle was in his van, Dave had taken Taylor for a check-up appointment earlier and he had 
taken the bottle with him as his dose was due whilst they were out. There was another bottle somewhere, 
where had he left it? He searched the bathroom but the bottle wasn't there, maybe it was in Taylor's 
bathroom? He didn't like going in to Taylor's room without asking but fuck it was his house and he could go 


where he wanted. 


He opened the door to the guest room and was shocked at what he saw. The room was a mess; the bed was 
unmade with the bedding screwed up in a pile on the floor, pieces of paper littered the floor covered with 
Taylor's scrawling left handed handwriting, dozens of empty soda bottles and dirty plates covered the dresser 
and Taylor's clothes were strewn on the bathroom floor. Dave picked his way across the floor into the 
bathroom, he was going to have to ask Taylor to clear up which would set off another screaming fit he was 
sure. Dave saw the pill bottle on a shelf above the sink, he picked it up and opened it, instead of the 28 pills 
that should be in the bottle Dave counted 5. Dave's heart sank, he hoped that the missing pills didn't mean 
what he thought they meant, that would be another conversation that would end with Taylor screaming at 


him. 


He walked back into the bedroom and opened the closet, he pulled out Taylor's bag, he knew what he was going 
to find before he opened it. He tipped the bag on the floor and out tumbled several empty beer bottles and a 
nearly empty bottle of whisky. Dave was shaking with anger, how could Taylor do this? After all he went 
through before why was he doing this to himself, to Dave? 


He put the bottles back in the bag and returned the bag to the closet, he would tackle Taylor about it later 
once the guys had left, once he had calmed down enough to talk to him. 
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Taylor lay on the couch flicking through TV channels trying to find something to watch, he settled on Judge 
Judy, he liked to laugh at the stupid dicks that ended up in her courtroom and he liked Judge Judy, she had 
balls. He was floating in a cloud of pills and alcohol, it cushioned him from reality, the reality where he had a 
broken arm which may or may not ever heal properly and where he had fucked up his relationship with his 
best friend His stomach twisted as he thought about the night he had tried to kiss Dave, he hadn't been able 
to spend any real time with Dave since but it was ok, he was coping with the pain or rather the pills and 


booze were managing the pain 


"Tay, we need to talk" Dave sat on the end of the couch. Taylor ignored him, he didn't want to talk to Dave, he 
didn't want to talk about anything. 


"Tay please, this is important." 


Taylor turned up the volume on the TV. 


Dave got up and walked over to the TV, he pulled the plug out of the socket and Judge Judy disappeared from 


the screen. 
Taylor sat up and scowled at Dave. "| was watching that you asshole." 


Dave sighed, he didn't want to have this conversation but it needed to be said. "What happened to the pills in 
your bathroom? There are only 5 left." 


Taylor felt panic welling up inside him, Dave knew about the pills. "What the fuck were you doing in my room?" 


"| was looking for the pills, | left the other bottle in the van. Why are there only 5 pills left T?" He wasn't going 
to accuse Taylor of taking the pills, he wanted Taylor to admit it himself. 


"You think I've been taking the pills, is that what you think?" Taylor practically spat the words, his guilt making 


him defensive. "You think I'm a pill junkie again?" 


"| don't know Tay, that's why l'm asking.” Dave took a deep breath, he was trying to stay calm but his heart 


was pounding in his chest. 


"| dropped them in the sink. | needed a pill but you were out so | took one from the bottle in my room, but | 
struggled to get the lid off with my broken fingers. | lost my grip and the pills went down the sink. You happy 


now?" Taylor snarled. 
Dave felt sick, he didn't believe a word that Taylor was saying. "Ok, if thats what happened then ok" 
Taylor leapt up off the couch and crossed the room to stand face to face with the singer. 


"You don't believe me?" Taylor shouted in Dave's face. "Fuck you Dave, you're a fucking asshole." He threw the 
remote at the wall, it hit the mirror above the TV and it exploded into a hundred pieces sending pieces of glass 
tumbling to the floor. 


He looked at Dave who had tears running down his face, he felt like the biggest shit ever but he couldn't admit 
to Dave that he had taken the pills, he didn't want to let his friend down. And he knew he had let him down, let 
him down badly, he had promised never to go down that road again and he had broken that promise. He wanted 
to tell Dave he was sorry, beg for forgiveness but he couldn't do it, he couldn't admit his failure. Instead he 
did the only thing he could think of, he pushed Dave hard, hard enough that he bounced off the wall and landed 
on his ass. Taylor looked down at his friend sitting on the floor amidst shards of broken mirror, he couldn't 
bear to see him like that, to see what he had done, so he turned on his heels and ran out of the house. 


Dave sat on the floor in a state of shock, in all the years he had known Taylor and in all the arguments they'd 
had not once had they ever had a physical fight. Dave heard the front door slam shut and for the first time 
that he could recall he wished that he didn't have Taylor in his life. 


Chapter 12 


Pat was driving too fast, he knew he was driving too fast but after the call he'd had from Dave he wasn't 
concerned with sticking to the speed limit. Dave was in a state, Pat couldn't understand half of what Dave had 
said but understood enough to know that Taylor had been taking pills to get high, was drinking again and that 
he had gone MIA. 


Pat was angry; angry at Taylor for being a dick, angry at Dave for not saying anything and angry at himself 
for not realizing how bad things were earlier. He pulled into Dave's drive and ran into the house, he found Dave 
crawling on the floor picking up pieces of shattered mirror with his bare hands. 

"Dave." Pat crouched down next to the singer. "Dave, leave that we'll clear it up later. What happened?" 

Dave looked up at Pat, his eyes were red rimmed from crying, he ran a hand across his face leaving streaks 
of blood from cuts on his hands. Pat gently pulled Dave to his feet and led him to the kitchen where he ran 
his hands under the tap. 

"Dave, shit, what the fuck happened?" Pat dried Dave's hands with a clean dish towel. 


"He promised he never would take drugs or drink again" Dave whispered. "But he lied, he fucking lied" 


Pat pulled Dave into a hug. "Jesus, that stupid fucking prick. I'm going to kick his fucking ass when | get hold of 
him. Its one thing fucking up his own life but he has no right to fuck up yours too." 


Dave pulled back and rubbed his face, his hands were still bleeding. "| promised to look after him, he didn't want 
to take the pills but | made him and | promised | wouldn't let anything bad happen to him. | didn't look after him 
Pat, | let him down." 

"You didn't do anything to make him take the pills.” 


Dave's heart leapt in to his throat as he realized what this was all about. "But | did, | did do something to make 
him take the pills." 


Its not your fault Dave, don't punish yourself. You didn't make him take the pills to get high or make him 
start drinking again." 


"You don't understand Pat, it's because of the cake kiss, that's what made him want to get high, he was 


messed up because of the cake kiss." 
Pat stared at Dave in confusion "The cake kiss? What the fuck are you talking about?" 


Dave smiled sadly. "Long story. We have to find him Pat, | have to tell him that | messed up just as much as 


he did” 
"Shit." Pat ran a hand over his hair. "Any idea where he would go?" 
"Home" Dave said, "he would go home." 
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Taylor was scared, he had fucked up before but this was the fuck up to end all fuck ups, he knew he had 
crossed a line and that he had lost everything. Dave would never forgive him for this, he had said the last 


time that Taylor would be on his own if he ever messed up again. There was no way back from here. 


He had run out of Dave's house not knowing where he was going but his feet had found their way home and 
he was standing at his own front door. He pulled the spare key from the plant pot by the garage door and let 
himself into the house, it was dark inside but he didn't want to turn on the lights, he didn't want to let anyone 


know he was home. 

He made his way to the kitchen and began pulling open cupboards, he knew he had some whisky somewhere, it 
was left over from when Dave had been round few months back. He found the bottle at the back of a 
cupboard and he took a large mouthful. He felt in the pocket of his shorts, he had two pills there and he may 
as well take them, he couldn't fuck things up more than he already had. He swallowed the pills with another 
swig of whisky and decided that it was a good time to fuck up the only other thing he cared about. 
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Pat pulled into Taylor's drive, the house was dark, no lights to indicate anyone was at home. Dave jumped out 
of the car and ran to the front door, he had a spare key to Taylor's house which he used to open the door. 


"Tay?" Dave called out in the dark foyer. "Tay are you here?" 

No response. 

Dave ran through the rooms calling out as he went but there was no sign of the drummer. 

"You sure he would have come here?" asked Pat. 

"He doesn't trust anyone else, this is the only place he could be." Dave ran upstairs and checked the bedrooms, 
nothing to show Taylor had even been in the upstairs portion of the house. Taylor must be in the house, Dave 


knew he would run to somewhere familiar, somewhere he felt safe. 


"I know where he is." Dave ran out the back door and through the yard, he slowed down as he approached a 


small building nestled between the trees, Taylor's recording studio. 


Dave opened the door, he could see a light coming from the drum room, he stepped inside and made his way 


to the lit room. 


"Tay? Are you ok?" Dave pushed open the door to the drum room, the room was a shambles; the drum kits 
had all been pulled apart laying scattered around the room and every one had the skins torn wide open. All the 
cymbals had been dented out of shape and dozens of drum sticks had been broken in two. Nothing was left 
intact. 


"Tay, please come out, | need to that know you're ok" Dave scanned the room, he couldn't see the drummer 


anywhere. "Tay, please, | can't leave here without you, | won't leave here without you." 

Dave heard a sniff from behind him, he spun round but all he could see was a stack of drum cases. The sniff 
came again, it came from behind the cases, Dave pulled them out of the way throwing them behind him not 
caring where they landed. He could see a dark shape huddled in the corner against the wall, a shape with blond 
hair and a bright pink cast. 


"Tay." Dave dropped to his knees and scrambled over to Taylor and pulled him into his arms. 


Taylor looked up at Dave, his eyes were red and bloodshot but they filled with tears when Dave's arms closed 


around him. 
"You came to find me. Why?" Taylor whimpered. "After all that | did to you why did you come and find me?" 
"Because this is on me, | let you down, | fucked up" . 


‘lm scared D, | don't know what to do." Taylor's voice was barely above a whisper. "I'm scared of never being 


able to play again” 


Its ok T, we'll figure it out. You will play again | promise." Dave hugged the drummer closer. "I'll be with you 
every step of the way." 


Chapter [3 


Pat had driven them back to Dave's house, he still didn't fully understand what had happened between the two 
men but he could see that whatever it was it was for them to work out. He hoped they worked it out soon, 
he'd been waiting IT years for the two of them to realize that they were meant to be together. He left them 
sitting on the bottom step of the stairs, arms around each other, he closed the front door behind him and left 
them to mend whatever it was that was broken. 

"D, l'm so sorry." Taylor was crying in Dave's arms. "| fucked up so badly." 

"| fucked up too." Dave stroked the blond head. "I promised to look after you but | fucked it up." 

"No D, I took the pills, you didn't make me." Taylor buried his head further in Dave's chest. 

"I know why you took the pills T" Dave kissed Taylor's hair. "It was the cake kiss, and | fucked that up too." 

"D, | shouldn't have..." 


"We're not talking about that now, it's late and you smell horrible." Dave pulled the drummer to his feet. 
"We're going to get you a bath and then we're going to bed." 


Taylor managed a teary smile. "Will you wash my hair again? | love it when you wash my hair" 

Dave smiled. "Sure, and I'll even dry it for you." 
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Taylor had fallen asleep as soon as he got into bed, it took Dave much longer, he had a lot on his mind. He 
wasn't sure where things were going to go from here but he knew that he was going to be here for Taylor, 
he was going to get him whatever help he needed and he was going to make damn sure that he got back 
behind his drum kit. Dave eventually fell asleep with his arms wrapped around Taylor, he knew without a doubt 


that he loved his blond haired drummer and that he was never going to let him down again. 


Taylor woke to the smell of coffee and toast, Dave was carrying a tray with two cups of coffee and a plate 


piled high with hot buttered toast which he placed on the bedside cabinet. 
"Breakfast in bed?" Taylor smiled. "I could get used to this." 
"Well don't." Dave climbed back into the bed. "It's a once in a life time event. How you feeling?" 


Taylor's smile faded. "Like a complete dick l'm sorry D, the pills and stuff..and hurting you. | can never forgive 
myself for that." 


Dave took Taylor's hand. "There's nothing to forgive, we both fucked up. We're going to get you all the help you 


need and | promise that | will be here for you, | won't let you down again" 


"You didn't let me down, | let myself down. | thought I'd lost you and that hurt more than my broken arm ever 
did." 


"You never lost me, we just lost our way for a while." Dave kissed Taylor's forehead. 


"Yes." Dave smiled. "And | love you too." 
"No Dave, | mean that | love you." Taylor dropped his gaze. "As in| love you and want to have your babies" 


Dave placed a finger under Taylor's chin and raised his head. He stared into his eyes, those warm hazel eyes, 


and his stomach flip flopped. "I'm not sure that's biologically possible but | love you and want your babies too." 
Taylor eyes grew wide. "You do?" 


Dave laughed at the surprised expression on the drummers face. "Yes | do. And I'd quite like to finish that kiss 
we started." 


He pulled Taylor to him and covered his mouth with his own, Taylor moaned against him and crushed his lips 
against Dave's. Dave parted his lips and traced his tongue against Taylor's bottom lip, Taylor's mouth opened 


and their tongues met twisting Together as they lay entwined in each other's arms. They eventually pulled 
apart, a need for air more than a desire to end the kiss. 


Dave laughed. "Holy fucking shit. Why the fuck did we wait so long to do that?" 
"| don't know but we don't have to wait to do it again" Taylor grinned. 
Dave chuckled. "I think we could both use some kisses, they heal everything did you know that?" 


Taylor gave Dave a wink. "Well my arm needs a lot of healing so | guess that means a lot of kissing. | want you 
to kiss me better." 


Dave pulled the drummer to him. "Anything for you T, anything.” 


Chapter 14 


| year later 


Taylor settled himself behind his kit and picked up his sticks, he was nervous, this was his first show since his 
accident last year but it felt like he had been away from playing for longer. He glanced into the wings, Dave 
was there with a huge smile on his face and Taylor relaxed as he always did when he saw Dave. Dave had 
been there with him every step of the way this last year, through the rehab, the counseling and the physical 
therapy. Dave was his rock, his anchor. He returned the smile and blew Dave a kiss, he grinned as Dave blew 
one back which he followed up by flipping Taylor the finger. Taylor laughed and counted in for the first song, 
The Birds of Satan were back, Taylor Hawkins was back. 


Dave watched Taylor belt out the first track and he felt a lump forming in his throat, it had been hard work 
getting here but it was worth it, Taylor was worth it. Dave had told Taylor that if they were going to have a 
relationship, and yes he wanted a relationship with hin, it had to be based on trust; no more lies or secrets. 
Taylor had booked himself into rehab the very next day, Dave hadn't asked but Taylor wanted to be clean and 
sober when he and Dave finally got together. Which they did. The day Taylor was released from rehab Dave 
had picked him up and brough him back to his house and Taylor had never left. They had kept the relationship 
low key for the first few months whilst they worked things out but pretty soon everyone in their immediate 
circle knew and were happy to finally see the two of them together. 


The hard part was the physical therapy to get Taylor's arm back to full strength. The damage to his arm had 
not been as bad as they feared but it had still meant months of therapy, months of hard work, months of 
blood, sweat and tears. Dave had lost count of the nights that Taylor had cried in his arms, the pain and the 
frustration was hard for Taylor but Dave had been there encouraging his lover to keep going, keep trying 
because it would be worth it in the end. And Taylor had never given up, he drove Dave crazy by playing the 
same drum pattern over and over again for hours and hours on end to build up his muscles and strength, but 
Dave had never complained because he was proud of him. And tonight was the culmination of all those months, 


tonight was the night Taylor Hawkins was back behind his drums. 
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Taylor was like an excitable kid the whole drive home, he was drumming out beats on the dashboard, the 
seats, Dave's thigh everywhere he could until Dave had to tell him to cut it out as he couldn't drive with 
Taylor drumming on his leg. 


Taylor bounced into the house. "I can't believe | played a whole show D, and it was fucking amazing.’ 


"Why don't you go and sit out on the deck?" Dave smiled at Taylor. "You need to chill out, you're way too over 


excited." 


Taylor grinned at Dave and squeezed his ass. "Just think about how | can use all that energy later on" 


"Taylor Hawkins is that all you think about?" Dave laughed at the blond. "Go sit outside." 

Taylor kissed the singer and bounded out to the deck area, Dave was right he was over excited but he felt so 
good after the show tonight, he had played a whole show and although his arm ached a bit he felt fucking 
good. He slid himself down in one of the chairs, he stared at the scar on his right arm; he was so lucky, he 
was with the man he loved and he could drum again, a year ago neither of those things seemed possible and 
he knew how close he had come to losing both. 

"Close your eyes T" Dave's voice came from behind him in the lounge. 

"Why?" 

"Because | have a surprise for you." 

"Are you naked?" Taylor giggled "If you're naked | want my eyes open" 

Dave chuckled. "No, that's for later. Just close your fucking eyes." 

Taylor closed his eyes. "Ok, eyes are closed." 

He heard Dave walk across the deck. "Ok you can open them." 

Dave was standing in front of him holding a plate on which sat a lopsided, badly iced chocolate cake. 

Taylor laughed. "Homemade lopsided cake, my favorite." He stood up, took the plate from Dave's hands placing it 
on the table and threw his arms around the brunette. He covered his face with kisses and buried his face in 
his neck. 


"You know l'm only with you for the cake don't you?" Taylor's voice was thick with emotion. 


Dave laughed, he could feel Taylor's tears on his neck "I know babe, it's all about the cake." He stroked the 


blond head. "I love you and want your babies." 


Taylor looked up into those dark brown eyes. "I love you and want your babies too." He pulled Dave into a long 
lingering kiss. "| can't ever thank you enough, | would never have made it through this without you. If you 
hadn't pushed me | wouldn't have got back to drumming. " 


"Just having you here is all | the thanks | need, you being the best drummer ever is a bonus. Do you want 


some cake?" 


Taylor winked at Dave. "Let's eat the cake in bed. My naked lover and lopsided cake, what more could | ever 


wish for." 


